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called him by his adopted name unless to his face, that she was
speaking now. No-man was prepared to find proof of his com-
tention in every breath she breathed, but it would have been
difficult for an outsider to have detected in her words any signs
of that craving for pleasure, or of that desire to escape responsi-
bility, by which he interpreted her conduct.
"I'm sure I don't know why I'm saying all this to you, Mr,
No-man," she said presently, after explaining to him what an
uncomfortable situation it brought about—this hostility of
Teucer Wye to her husband, "but you must remember	"
"/ know why you're doing it, my dear," he said to himself,
lying back still more complacently in the iron seat, and puffing
at his cigarette as luxuriously as if he had been Claudius. "You
must remember," she went on, "that for years and years he
hasn't noticed, hasn't hardly spoken to any woman but me.
There was a time before he came"—she always spoke of her
dead son as "he"—"when it was like this, and it worried me a
lot while it lasted; but then he was born and something quite
different went wrong. Enoch took to reading all these books.
Did you know that half of them are in Welsh ? Yes, he was
with Welsh people when he was little, and he took to it like
that"—and she made a characteristic feminine gesture with her
hand to express ease and quickness—"and then when he grew
older Enoch used to talk to him a lot, but"—there were tears
in her eyes now and her face twitched, but she went on rapidly
—"he never liked him; he was puzzled and frightened by
Enoch's talk, and so, so Enoch lost interest in him and stopped
liking him—at least I thought he did—and it made me angry
and there were scenes between us and then—then he was taken
from me." She glanced at the door of the living-room and
then at the door of the kitchen and lowered her voice. "People
were nice to me, but they weren't nice to Enoch—to Uryen
I mean-—after that. They thought—I know Mr. Cask thought,
for he asked me terrible questions one night—that I wasn't
happy with him, that he took drugs or something, that he was
bad to me. But it was just the opposite! He saved my life with
his medicines—you saw what he did for me that day—and
I'm not unhappy now that I've—let him go free—but just
lately Enoch's changed. I don't know what's happened, but
he's different! He's got a mania for going-—where he went
to-day—I've comeAto hate the name of the place!—and he's

